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In  an  Instant  by  Sheila  Kenyon 


blink 

a nanosecond 

of  lost 


each  20  to  30  seconds 


concentration 


blink 

3 and  I’ve 

lost 

the  upper  hand 

missed 

the  opportunity 

All  Gone 

in  the 
blink 
of  an 


Duality  by  Sheila  Kenyon 

She  looks  in 
to  the  glass 

catching  glimpses  of  fine  lines 
tracking  tears  down  her  face 

around  her  ears 
gray  hairs  curl 

persistently  seeking  the  light 
whisper-thin  rays  of  laughter 
surround  her  eyes. 

I look  back 
assessing 

searching  for  lost  dreams. 

The  carousel  turns 

She  looks  again 
searching 

for  the  yet  unattained. 

Wanting. 

What  does  she  expect? 

If  she's  disappointed,  too  bad 
It’s  not  easy  grasping  the  brass  ring. 


Spring  by  Cathy  Rajewski 


Cadaver  hands  look  to  thaw 
In  spring  times  warming  grasp, 
A temporary  repose, 

One  that  will  not  last, 

A powder  for  the  undertaker 
To  rosy  up  the  cheeks, 

To  feign  the  mask  of  life, 
Measured  out  in  weeks. 

To  comfort  all  the  mourners, 
The  next  life  soon  to  cast, 

Best  enjoy  it  while  you  can, 
This  viewing  will  not  last... 
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As  of  Yet  by  Aaron  Foss 


As  of  yet 

Nothing  has  changed 
The  cattails  still  crave  air 

Bobbing  with  no  less  resistance  to  the  sound  of  wake 
If  bored  they  become 
With  the  songs  of  frogs 
What  else  is  there  to  hear? 

Distant  droning  comes  to  them 
Not  to  the  shell,  but  through  them 
Reverberating  with  shimmering  glory 
Until  a pop,  thrashing  to  complete  stillness 
And  all  is  silent 
But  for  the  frogs 
A dreadful  noise  they  make 
Maddening  the  unfeeling,  though  unflinching 


Stay  and  take  the  pain 

For  the  same  air  that  blows  free  the  dandelion  seed 

Is  the  same  that  tears  dwelling  from  foundation 

And  flings  all  things  that  we  love 

With  so  little  care  for  the  effort  we  strove  for 

Same  air  the  world  over 

Shared  by  so  many  sets  of  lungs 

Carries  the  sound  of  frogs 

And  has  seen  everything  there  is  to  see 

Details  long  missed  and  seen  a thousand  times 

The  frogs  speak  in  the  past  tense 

For  I the  wind  blow  west  again 

Seeing  everything  as  it  blows 

But  though  the  wind  sees  everything 


It  can't  tell  what  it  knows 


Old  Grey  Bench  by  Amy  Carrow 


Sitting  on  an  old  grey  bench,  weeping  and  alone 

I sit  and  stare  at  a grey  statue  made  of  marble  stone 

Her  hand  graces  the  water’s  surface;  her  face  is  gentle  peace 

Her  lover  kneels  beside  her,  masculine  in  grace 

The  water  reflects  upon  their  faces,  sparkling  and  blue 

And  although  I try  to  stop  myself  I start  to  think  of  you 

Despite  all  my  efforts  a movie  starts  to  play,  one  in  which  we’re  the  leads 

The  young  lovers  depicted  in  every  scene 

People  pass  by  not  seeing  what  I see 

Although  it  seems  these  scenes  are  unfolding  right  in  front  of  me 

So  vivid  are  these  pictures  playing  in  my  head 

It’s  the  only  time  I feel  through  the  numbness  and  the  dead 


These  memories  are  bittersweet 


As  they  hurt  as  well  as  heal 
It  seems  to  me  that  love  will  burn 

Experiencing  so  much  that  you  would  not  other  wise  feel 
I wonder  where  you  are  right  now 
And  if  you  think  of  me 

6 

I contemplate  my  world  and  fate 
And  pray  that  I can  see 

This  statue  of  two  young  lovers  immortalized  in  stone 

And  see  a hope  for  better  days  where  I won’t  be  sitting  on  an  old  grey  bench, 
Weeping  and  alone 
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M iss  Summoner  by  Rob  Carlson 

Stilted  houses  remain 
Constant  on  the  windy  shores 
As  waves  tumble  close 
And  grass  bends 
Pulled  away  from 
The  earth 

Caught  and  spun 
Around  in  broken  circles 
Passed  from  one 
Breeze  to  another 

Those  strands  of  grass, 

Those  chilling  faces 

7 Rising  from  the  depths 

Of  the  sea 

Grinning  in  each  crest 
Ghastly  smears  of 
Pasty  white  flesh 

Their  limbs  flail 

Limply  crashing  against  the  rocks 
The  bluish  hue  of 
Science 

Marks  their  action  as 
Improbable 

Hands  flex  fingers 
Joints  crack  and  break 
Gripping  rocks  despite 
The  sharp  edges  - they  ignore 
And  rise  up 
Oh,  they  rise 

And  pull  themselves  upon 


The  mist  shrouded  shore 
Like  maggots  birthed  in  a festering  wound 
So  they  march  again  towards  civilization 
With  razor  claws  and  yellow  fangs 
Their  eyes  static  orbs, 

Un moving  in  each  socket 
Their  march, 

A wretched  thing 
A clumsy  crawl 
Like  life  towards  the  grave 
Now  reversed 

For  they  have  been  summoned 

“Oh  shit  oh  shit  oh  shit,"  said  a girl  braving  the  howling  winds 
At  her  side  digging  through  the  dirt,  another  girl  dressed  in  black 
The  second  looked  up  at  her  sister's  lament 

“What  is  it?"  she  ventured. 

“They  come,"  the  response,  as  the  stander  turned 
Her  face  stricken  with  fear 
Her  lips  quivered. 

“What  do  you  mean  ‘they?" 

“I  mean  they,"  shrilled  the  stander 

As  she  gestured  frantically  over  her  shoulder 

The  sitter  sprung  from  her  piles  of  dirt 
And  looked  down  through  the  mist 
Down  upon  the  rocky  shore 
Down  upon  the  deathly  procession 
Of  a hundred  rotten  corpses 


"Oh,  what  the  fuck,"  she  mourned. 


"Did  you  say  the  right  words?"  asked  the  first  standing  girl. 

"Of  course  I said  the  right  fucking  words,"  snapped  standing  girl  number  two. 
"Well,  what  are  we  going  to  do?" 

"You  can  do  what  you  want.  I’m  getting  the  hell  out  of  here,"  she  spun 
and  ran  with  reason. 

So  the  f rst  girl,  whose  name,  by  the  way, 
was  Sue, 

Turned  and  watched  again 
The  march  from  the  sea. 

The  tallest  corpse  then  turned, 

Looked  up  at  Sue, 

With  death’s  grin  fastened 
And  inhabited  by  worms, 

Beckoned  down, 

With  one  fractured  hand 
Imploring  Sue  to  join  them. 

And  she  did  with  just  the  briefest  of  pauses 
Standing  on  the  edge  of  the  cliff, 

Then  turning,  walking  slowly 

One  foot  after  another  - along  a path  and  down 

The  tall  corpse  with  salted  rags, 

Shuffled,  loping  towards  her  form 
And  smiling,  shook  her  hand: 

“Miss  Summoner,  we  greet  you, 

We  the  drowned,  the  lost,  the  wretched- 
We  greet  you  who  has  awoken  us;  with  thanks 
And  some  gifts." 


Sue  waited  patiently 

As  the  small  corpse  of  a child 

Approached  with  a barnacle  crusted  box 

The  taller  corpse,  the  speaker, 

Gestured  toward  the  box 

The  child  opened  it,  the  hinges  creaked, 

Like  a soul  being  ripped 
Away  from  a longtime  dwelling. 

A sea-glass  mask, 

Smooth  and  azure 
And  a claw;  lacquered 
Black 

"Wear  these  gifts,  Miss  Summoner 

And  lead  us  from  this  place,  our  longtime  grave 

And  show  us  what  we  have  missed- 

What  events  have  transpired  upon  the 

Earth.” 

The  briefest  smile  at  the  corners  of  her  mouth 
As  she  looked  down  upon  her  gifts. 

And  then  emotion  faded,  drained 
As  her  face  grew  old  in  the  span  of 
A heartbeat. 

Reaching  down  she  fastened  the  mask  to  her  face 

and  secured  the  claw  upon  her  left  hand 

then  looked  up  upon  her  awaiting  corpses, 

beckoned  once  and  then  turned 

and  began  walking  towards 

the  nearest  city. 
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Hijacked  on  the  Road  to  Love  by  Rob  Carlson 

A sparkling  gun, 
a bright  green  finger 
the  sun’s  eyes  open, 
blazing  down 
the  finger  tenses  - 
snaps  back  the  trigger 
A bullet  made  of  sound 
explodes  from  the  barrel, 
faster  than  light  to 
assassinate  the  sun. 

What  a mess  then, 
what  a horrible  mistake, 

The  bright  green  finger  killed  the  laughing  sun! 

And  all  of  this  upon  waking, 

9 Reflected  the  girl, 

— Who  climbed  out  of  bed 

And  put  on  blue  slippers. 

She  yawned  and  rubbed  her  eyes, 

Then  flipped  and  spun  on  her  head, 

Away  from  this  land, 

And  into  the  sky 
She  hadn’t  thought  much, 

About  the  clouds  or  the  birds 
Sure  enough  there  was  an  eagle 
soaring  through  a cloud 
It  looked  at  the  girl  spinning  on  her  head, 

And  said  in  a whisper 

'Why  are  you  out  of  bed?’ 

The  girl  ignored  the  eagle, 

And  flew  towards  the  dead  sun, 

Intent  upon  resurrection, 

And  she  reached  its  smoking  ashes, 


followed  by  the  eagle, 

Who  was  curious  about  this  girl, 

Spinning  on  her  head, 

There  was  nothing  she  could  do  for  the  sun, 

It  was  quite  dead 

The  girl  whirled  with  a look, 

Kicking  her  legs  to  and  fro, 

But  saw  no  shining  gun, 

Nor  a bright  green  finger 

So  she  went  into  space 
With  the  eagle  on  her  tail, 

To  explore  the  dim  stars 
That  mourned  the  loss  of  Sun, 

While  in  space  she  only  found, 

A sobbing  moon  left  alone, 

Mute  from  the  morning, 

The  moon  only  stared 
At  this  wonderful  scene, 

A girl  set  on  spinning, 

And  whirling  on  her  head 

Then  on  a suggestion  of  revenge, 

The  moon  swallowed  the  girl 
And  digested  the  eagle, 

Then  burped  with  contentment, 

And  smiled  frost  fangs 

The  girl  opened  her  eyes 
And  found  herself  in  bed, 

In  a dark  silver  room, 

In  the  belly  of  the  moon 
She  screamed  in  her  heart 
And  looked  for  the  eagle, 

Who  was  locked  in  a cage, 

Singing  like  a canary 
swaying  on  a perch 


All  of  this  now  tragic, 

For  the  girl  and  the  eagle, 

Who  were  gobbled  out  of  sight, 

They  remain  trapped  forever; 

While  the  hollow  body  of  the  once  lovely  girl, 
Was  cared  for  in  the  hospital 
by  her  parents: 

Streaming  tears  when  they  found  her, 

Lying  splayed  upon  the  floor; 

With  blue  slippers  on  her  fists 
A music  box  opened  by  her  head, 

An  empty  bottle  labeled  magic, 

Resting  between  her  breasts, 

All  of  this  so  tragic, 

As  her  dreams  looped  forever 
Inside  the  belly  of  the  moon, 

With  the  imprisoned  eagle 
With  no  purpose, 

She  slept  on  and  again, 

While  her  parents  brought  her  flowers, 

And  mourned  on  her  birthday. 

Elsewhere  was  a young  lad, 

Who  hunted  for  his  love 

On  a white  stag  he  searched  through  forests, 

Guided  by  an  eagle 

He  combed  the  mountains  and  then 

down  in  the  desert, 

eventually  into  oceans, 

But  when  the  white  stag  drowned, 

He  cursed  at  the  sun, 

then  sank  down  in  the  water 

And  drowned  a thousand  times, 

Burning  out  his  lungs, 

His  heart  imploded  with  pressure 
Around  and  again  in  the  ocean 


The  girl  cried  out  into  sleep, 

About  an  eagle  and  the  moon, 

Loud  in  her  parents  ears, 

She  demanded  magic  be  returned, 

And  then  slipped  back  into  coma, 

While  spinning  on  her  head 

Elsewhere  was  a young  lad, 

Locked  up  in  a cell 

For  vehicular  homicide 

And  the  theft  of  some  antlers 

Which  he  had  glued  to  the 

hood  of  his  car 

As  he  sped  off  into  the  city 

His  friends  and  family  wept, 

And  tried  to  visit  him  when  they  could, 
But  he  just  silently  stared, 

Locked  in  oceans  and  drowning  dreams, 
An  empty  bottle  labeled  magic, 
found  back  in  his  room 

All  of  this  so  tragic, 

All  of  this  so  jailed, 

Like  a canary  - so  jailed 

So  some  may  sing  of  eagles 
And  the  goddess  in  the  moon, 

While  still  others  mourn  the  white  stag, 
And  curse  the  demon  in  the  sea, 

And  to  this  day  their  love  burns  on, 
Searching  through  the  world, 

And  pounding  against  the  walls, 

Of  ancient  congealed  magic, 

Cutting  up  the  paths  of  heart, 

And  flooding  eyes  with  regretful  liquids 
That  drips  down  over  frozen  faces, 
Paralyzed  sides  of  a similar  coin, 

Forever  lost  in  magic 
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The  Dilemma  by  Rob  Carlson 


The  wombat  had  a dilemma,  so  he  sold  it  for  some  food. 

He  ate  the  food  and  suddenly  had  a new  dilemma,  which  after  a while  he 
traded  for  some  wombat  shoes. 

Mildred  stared  at  a snake,  dead  upon  the  grass.  A toad  had  died  in  that 
snake's  throat;  they  both  had  a dilemma. 

Clancy  took  another  drink.  He  had  a dilemma. 

II 

These  circles  swirling  around  the  sun;  they've  got  a huge  fucking  dilemma. 

Zeke  declared  himself  king  saying,  "I  shall  fix  everyone's  dilemma.”  He  also 
had  a dilemma. 

Strip  it  all  down  now,  scale  it  all  back  - before  the  words  and  before 
the  sound,  before  the  death  of  innocence.  And  what  do  we  see,  a mere 
dilemma,  shooting  sparks  between  the  two  points. . . shaking  fast.Then 
spiraling  onwards,  and  on  top  of  that  is  another  and  another  until  we  are 
walking  mirrors;  stacked  and  stacked  all  atop  one  flighty  dilemma  - and 
each  fragment,  every  facet  - can  be  divided  in  two  again  right  down  right 
down  again,  to  that  flickering  little  speck.  And  just  what  do  we  do  in  the 
face  of  that? 


Some  draw  pictures  and  some  dig  pits, 

Some  turn  around  and  some  run  fast, 

Some  build  castles  and  some  burn  them  down, 

Some  dwell  in  darkness  and  some  bathe  beneath  the  sun, 
But  we  are  all  heavy, 
weighing  down  on  that  speck, 
weighting  down  upon  that  flicker  of  light. 


Transcendence  by  Michael  Odell  Bernier 

Day  in,  day  out 
My  mind  seems  to  slip  away 
As  the  light  gets  weaker 
The  night  gets  colder 

My  mind  starts  to  slip  away 
Memories  begin  to  fade 
The  dark  gets  colder 
Time  is  running  out 

Life  begins  to  fade 
These  are  my  last  moments 
Time  has  run  out 
As  I leave  the  mortal  plane 

These  are  our  new  moments 
For  day  in  and  day  out 
As  we  leave  the  mortal  plane 
The  light  gets  brighter 


Metaphor  for  a Broken  Heart  by  Michael  Lecesse 


A Strong  wind  not  yet  having  oblivion 
Known  to  the  dead,  as  hollow. 

They  see  the  halo,  as  it  falls  off 

It  glows  with  moonlight  in  shadow 

Unseen  but  not  unknown 

The  aftermath  could  never  be  dreamed 

Pacifying  but  filled  with  rage 

The  light  temporarily  sets  a lulled  state 

And  it  will  have  silence 

Only  to  edify  from  the  breeze  to  be  bold  once  more 
Wind,  the  inspiration  to  get  drunk  with  misery 
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Touch  by  Sheila  Kenyon 


"I  wanna  hold  your  hand.”  With  these  words  the  Beatles  burst 
upon  the  American  music  scene.  It  was  January  of  1 964  and  the  Liverpool 
moppets,  with  their  long  hair  and  British  flair  drove  the  young  girls  wild.  I 
remember  watching  them  on  the  Ed  Sullivan  Show  that  February.  Every 
one  of  my  friends  had  seen  them  and  it  was  all  we  could  talk  about  at 
school.  News  clips  of  their  arrival  in  the  States  show  mobs  of  young  girls, 
crying,  screaming,  stretching,  and  reaching  out  their  hands;  for  attention,  a 
29  glimpse,  a connection,  a brief  touch. 

• 

My”holding  of  hands"  happened  in  the  seventh  grade.  Even  in  my 
small  parochial  school  the  first  hints  of  sexual  awakening  were  emanating 
through  the  halls,  and  boys  and  girls  were  beginning  to  pair  off,  starting 
the  long,  intricate  dance  which  would  carry  us  into  adulthood.  My  mother 
had  died  suddenly  the  year  before  and  I felt  particularly  lost  in  this  new 
dance.  Confused  as  to  who  I was,  particularly  in  relation  to  the  opposite 
sex.  I might  not  have  felt  ready,  but  today  would  be  my  day.  His  name  was 
Gregory  and  he  made  his  interest  in  me  known  through  mutual  friends 
and  indirect  tentative  ways.  I was  having  none  of  it.  What  would  it  be  like 


to  be  his  girl?  What  would  he  want  from  me?  I was  too  vulnerable  to  take 
a chance,  to  take  a step  in  the  dance.  During  our  field  trip  to  the  Museum 
of  Science,  I remained  with  my  girlfriends,  touring  the  facility  and  marveling 
at  displays  I had  never  seen  before.The  hit  of  the  museum  was  the  Invisible 
Woman,  an  anatomically  correct  statue  of  a naked  woman.  I should  say  it 
was  the  hit  with  the  boys,  for  although  we  girls  were  very  curious  to  see 
her,  we  were  mostly  embarrassed  when  we  did.  After  wandering  around 
for  a while  we  all  filed  into  the  planetarium  for  the  astronomy  show.  Right 
before  the  lights  went  out  Gregory  switched  seats  with  the  girl  beside  me. 
In  the  darkness  the  hall  became  silent.  His  nearness  was  all  I could  think  of. 
The  narrator's  voice,  at  first  loud  and  penetrating,  drifted  away  as  Gregory 
shifted  in  the  seat  next  to  me.  He  reached  over  and  held  my  hand.  The 
darkness  seemed  so  close,  so  intimate.  My  hands  started  to  sweat,  my 
heart  beating  rapidly.  A holding  of  hands  that  said  so  much  more. Take  my 
hand,  be  my  girl.  I pulled  my  hand  away.  A simple  touch,  a step  in  the  dance 
I was  unprepared  for  More  than  forty  years  later  I still  remember  the  feel 


of  his  hand  in  mine. 


Touch,  the  wellspring  from  which  sex,  love,  and  procreation  receive 
their  initial  impetus. 

My  husband  is  not  much  of  a hand  holder.  He  is  a rough,  tough, 
macho  man  of  the  sixties.  Picture  blue  jeans  and  white  T-shirt  with  a pack 
of  Marlboros  in  the  sleeve  and  you’ve  envisioned  my  husband.  His  hands 
are  rough  and  calloused.  No  strolling  hand  in  hand  for  him.  But  often  I will 
reach  across  the  restaurant  table  and  squeeze  his  hands,  or  reach  across 
the  stick  shift  in  the  car  and  offer  my  hand  to  him.  Sometimes  I get  his 
hand,  sometimes  I get  his  elbow,  and  sometimes  we  dance  to  the  music 
on  the  radio. 

When  my  son  was  a toddler  he  would  reach  up  and  put  his  hand 
in  mine.  At  first  for  safety  and  security  as  he  took  his  first  steps.  Later  on  he 
would  hold  my  hand  when  we  crossed  the  street.  When  we  were  off  on 
some  new  adventure,  or  he  was  meeting  new  friends,  his  hand  would  reach 
for  mine. To  keep  him  safe. To  show  him  the  way.  He  would  look  up  at  me 
with  love  and  complete  faith.  He  is  sixteen  now  and  occasionally  offers  his 
hand  to  me  when  icy  surfaces  threaten  my  balance. 


Massage  therapy,  polarity,  facials,  salons,  and  spas  all  thrive  due  to 
our  compelling  need  for  touch.  Holistic  medicine  offers  a whole  assortment 
of  therapies  related  to  the  healing  power  of  touch.Touch  is  as  important  to 
infants  and  children  as  eating  and  sleeping,  and  withdrawal  of  touch  actually 
halts  growth  and  development.  Swaddling,  cuddling,  stroking  our  babies 
ensures  their  well  being  and  eases  the  transition  to  their  new  environment. 
Preemies  present  a particular  challenge,  as  their  medical  needs  must  be 
balanced  against  their  critical  need  for  touch. 

Our  first  grandchild  was  born  last  May.  After  in  vitro  fertilization, 
a miscarriage,  and,  lastly,  a “vanishing"  twin,  we  anxiously  awaited  his  birth. 
He  arrived  two  months  early.  Rushed  into  Boston,  injected  with  steroids  in 
vitro  to  help  strengthen  his  lungs,  his  arrival  was  enveloped  in  excitement, 
fear  and  anxiety.  Surrounded  by  nurses,  imprisoned  behind  locked  doors 
with  buzzers,  the  neonatal  intensive  care  unit  kept  our  new  baby  safe  but 
unreachable.  “Push  Buzzer  for  Admittance."  "Visitors  Must  be  Escorted  by 
a Parent.”  "Only  Two  Visitors  at  aTime."  I wait  my  turn  impatiently.  We  don 
blue  robes  and  face  masks  and  proceed  quietly  down  the  hall.  Little  Rakey 
lies  on  his  belly,  knees  curled  up  beneath  him,  wires  leading  from  his  tiny 
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body  to  the  monitors,  tubes  protruding  from  his  tiny  nostrils. Throughout 
his  life,  this  is  the  way  I will  remember  him. This  tiny  cherub  curled  up  in  a 
ball.  I whisper  ‘‘Can  I touch  him?”  and  reach  through  the  incubator  porthole. 
I caress  his  tiny  leg  with  my  fingertips  and  feel  his  warm,  downy-soft  skin.  I 
hear  for  the  first  time  the  strong,  steady  beep  of  his  heart  monitor 

• 

I am  the  firstborn  in  my  family,  and  I too  was  a preemie.  Of  the 
few  memories  my  father  allows  himself,  his  favorite  is  of  the  day  I was 
born.  Back  in  the  days  before  Dads  took  an  active  role  in  the  whole 
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— oirthing  process,  my  father  waited  and  paced,  watching  the  blinking  lights 
on  the  tree,  Christmas  decorations  adorning  the  doon/vays  and  halls.  "I 
knew  the  nurse;  we  had  been  in  school  together  and  she  brought  you  out 
to  me."  His  nose  crinkles  up.  “You  had  just  been  born  and  were  covered 
in  blood.  She  asked  me  if  I wanted  to  hold  you  and  I laughed  and  said, ‘No 
thanks;  that's  okay.  I'll  wait  until  you  clean  her  up.'  She  brought  you  back 
all  cleaned  and  wrapped  in  a blanket  and  handed  you  to  me.”  He  reaches 
out,  his  hand  opened  wide,  his  face  aglow.  "You  were  so  small,  you  fit  in 
the  palm  of  my  hand.” 


Touch,  our  first  sensual  experience,  vital  to  our  existence.  The 
pleasure  oftouch  rewarding  both  mother  and  child, ensuring  its  continuation, 
assuring  strong  development.Touch,  its  memory  etched  in  our  subconscious, 
a memory  which  stays  with  us  throughout  our  lives. 

My  mother  died  when  I was  ten.  I do  not  remember  her  or  my 
childhood  before  her  death.  Remembering  is  too  painful.  But  I “sense”  her 
presence  in  my  memories.  A sense  of  love  fulfilled,  of  her  warm  gentle 
tender  touch. 

• 

My  mother-in-law  Mary  has  been  in  a nursing  home  for  over  three 
years  now.  Diagnosed  with  vascular  dementia,  she  requires  care  24/7,  a tall 
order  for  any  family  in  this  modern  age  of  hustle  and  bustle.  One  which  her 
family  was  eventually  unable  to  fill.  “Feel  how  cold  my  hands  are,”  she  urges 
me  as  she  extends  her  hands  to  me.  I clasp  her  hands  in  mine  and  find  my 
hands  are  just  as  cool  as  hers  and  yet  I don’t  let  go.  I hold  on. 


On  the  Other  Side  by  Diannely  Antigua 


There  she  is,  looking  back  at  me.  She  knows  that  I am  watching 
hen  She  does  not  look  away,  though.  I stare  her  dead  in  the  face,  and 
she  returns  my  stare  with  her  eyes,  big  dark  eyes.  She  seems  familiar  but 
different  than  I remember  her.  She  knows  who  I am  and  nods  her  head 
in  acknowledgement.  I continue  to  stare  at  her  At  first,  I see  an  innocent 
young  girl,  naive  almost.  Naive  in  the  sense  that  she  has  never  experienced 
heartache  in  her  life.  She  seems  plain  enough.  Average,  nothing  unique 
about  her  Then  I look  deeper  into  her  eyes,  trying  to  read  into  her  soul, 
to  catch  a glimpse  of  who  she  really  is.  Underneath  the  dark  mascara  and 
eyelinen  I gaze  upon  something  that  I had  not  noticed  at  first:  pain.  Makeup 
cannot  hide  the  story  that  her  eyes  tell.  It  feels  as  if  I am  living  those 
painful  moments  with  her  I imagine  her  lying  down  on  her  bed  sobbing 
desperately,  crying  out  for  someone  to  comfort  her  Her  body  is  trembling 
and  her  tousled  hair  covers  her  tear-swollen  face.  She  murmurs  to  herself, 
"Why?”  between  whimpers.  She  wipes  the  tears  off  her  face  and  I see 
those  same  eyes,  lonely,  heartsick  eyes. 

My  mind  comes  back  to  reality,  and  my  eyes  shift  now  to  her  nose, 
which  somewhat  resembles  a small  button.  It  is  nothing  like  the  pointy 


nose  of  a debutante,  but  rather  like  that  of  a small  child’s.  I have  seen 
that  nose  before.  In  my  mind,  I see  that  very  same  nose  gently  flaring  at 
the  sound  of  a funny  joke,  and  I can  hear  her  distinct  cackle,  a boisterous 
laugh  always  accompanied  by  a snort  and  sometimes  even  a high-pitched 
feminine  shriek.  I laugh  aloud  at  the  thought  of  it  and  look  to  see  that  she 
is  laughing  too.  I see  her  mouth  open  wide  as  she  lets  out  her  well-known 
chuckle.  Every  tooth  in  her  mouth  is  now  visible  and  in  full  view.  Her  smile 
is  so  vibrant,  electric.  I gaze  at  her  lips.They  are  full  and  soft  pink.  Each  curve  32 
and  crease  seems  almost  perfect. They  are  different  from  the  swollen  lips 
I had  remembered  earlier  Her  lips  take  me  back  to  a much  simpler  and 
innocent  time.  She  is  a little  girl  again  and  I see  her  puckering  her  tiny  lips 
and  giving  her  grandfather  a big,  wet  kiss  on  his  dark,  wrinkly  cheek.  He 
returns  the  gesture  with  a sweet  peck.  My  eyes  are  then  drawn  to  her 
cheeks:  tan,  smooth,  plump,  and  lightly  dusted  with  rose-colored  blush.  I 
know  that  she  is  young  by  her  sun-kissed  and  blemish-free  complexion,  but 
surrounding  her  lips  are  deep,  engraved  lines,  wrinkles  even.  But  those  are 
not  wrinkles  from  age;  instead  they  are  laugh  lines,  lines  that  only  constant 
beams  of  happiness  can  impress.  A cloud  of  tight,  dark  brown  curls  frame 
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her  heart-shaped  face.  They  coil,  twirl,  spiral,  and  twist  in  every  direction. 
Her  dark  tresses  seem  to  hide  her  face  from  the  world  and  all  those  around 
her  It  is  her  safe  haven.  The  place  where  she  feels  the  most  sheltered  is 
under  her  blanket  of  curls.  It  seems  as  if  she  wants  to  be  hidden,  as  if  she  is 
embarrassed  by  herself.  However;  I see  no  reason  for  her  to  be  ashamed 
of  who  she  is.  For  the  first  time,  I have  taken  a glimpse  into  her  soul;  I have 
seen  her  inner  self.  For  the  fi rst  time,  I have  seen  how  beautiful  she  really 
is;  it  is  not  just  her  face,  but  also  her  very  essence.  I had  never  noticed  her 
beauty  before,  because  I had  always  overlooked  it;  I had  denied  her  beauty. 
I had  only  seen  her  simplicity  but  later  discovered  her  intensity.  Now,  I know 
who  she  is. 

She  is  my  reflection.  She  is  the  part  of  me  that  I have  forgotten, 
the  part  that  I have  neglected.  She  is  my  beauty.  She  is  the  part  that  is 
hidden  underneath  the  veil,  the  part  sheltered  from  the  world.  She  is 
who  I am,  a different  part,  but  still  me.  We  are  one,  but  she  is  just  on 
the  other  side  of  the  mirror  I never  have  been  able  to  reveal  her,  for 
fear  that  she  will  be  rejected  for  not  being  average,  for  being  different. 
Through  all  my  hardships,  I have  forgotten  to  love  myself.  I see  only  my 
mistakes,  mistakes  that  I wish  I could  erase  from  my  life.  I have  hated  my 
imperfections,  my  ugliness.There  have  been  too  many  times  when  I have 


looked  in  the  mirror  to  only  be  reminded  of  my  weaknesses,  of  all  those 
times  that  I chose  the  wrong  path. 

For  so  long,  I had  become  a different  person  to  escape  the  tragedy 
of  my  reality,  never  wanting  to  accept  my  own  life.  I forced  myselfto  become 
average  and  lost  my  identity.  Bits  and  pieces  of  me  began  to  crumble  in  my 
grasp.  I had  destroyed  my  persona  along  with  obliterating  my  memories, 
wounding  but  precious  memories. Those  painful  memories  are  my  beauty. 
My  imperfections  are  my  beauty.They  have  made  me  the  person  that  I am. 
Every  memory  is  a page  of  my  life;  and  without  each  page,  my  life  would  be 
an  incomplete  book.  I am  ashamed  that  I have  hidden  her  for  so  long;  I am 
ashamed  of  hiding  myself.  She  and  I have  been  two  different  people  for  too 
long,  and  I do  not  want  to  disguise  myself  anymore.  I want  to  be  her  again. 
The  girl  I used  to  know.  I rarely  ever  see  her  when  I look  in  the  mirror  I see 
only  my  mediocrity.  But  today  I saw  her  Weeks,  months,  or  even  years  may 
go  by,  but  I await  the  day  when  we  shall  meet  again;  the  day  when  I will  look 
at  my  reflection  and  see  only  me. 
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Saying  I Love  You  by  Nicolette  Williams 


“I'm  sorry,”  I say,  for  what  must  be  the  tenth  time.  Under  the  table 
my  knees  bump  yours  as  I bounce  my  leg.  “For  what?”  you  ask,  and  we 
fall  back  into  silence,  as  we  have  done  every  time  I have  told  you,  over 
the  course  of  the  evening.  For  a moment  I am  lost  in  your  eyes,  looking 
for  hope  or  resentment  in  them,  though  I am  not  sure  which,  until  we 
both  turn  our  gazes  away.  I stare  thoughtlessly  at  the  coffee  in  my  hands, 
praying  it  will  give  me  strength  for  what  is  coming.  This  evening  has  not 
gone  entirely  according  to  plan,  and  I know  this  is  my  last  chance  to  make 
my  confession. 

^ “Ishouldhavetoldyousoonerit'sokifyoudon'twanttobefriendsanymore." 

— It  all  comes  out  in  a flood  of  words;  I didn't  plan  to  tell  you  like  this.  I 
shoot  a quick  glace  at  you,  and  the  expression  on  your  face  I can’t  read.  “I 
know  this  is  a really  bad  time  to  do  this,  I know."  I bluster  forward,  always 
watching  your  expression.  “I  didn't  mean  to  put  this  burden  on  you,  but  I 
couldn't  keep  ft  in  any  more.”  I pause;  take  in  breath.  "I  know  I've  lost  any 
chance  I ever  could  have  had,  but  I had  to  tell  you  anyway.”  Another  breath. 
Everything  is  measured  in  breaths  for  the  time  being.  One  breath,  we’re 
still  friends.  Another  breath,  I've  done  the  unpardonable.  I have  broken  the 
cardinal  rule.  I have  done  the  unthinkable,  and  now  I’m  pleading  my  case  to 
the  Judge.  I fell  in  love  with  my  best  friend.  "I  love  you.  It  doesn't  matter  if  it 
goes  no  furtherthan  this.”  I’m  becoming  more  composed  with  every  breath 
I take,  more  resigned  to  the  coming  rejection."!  don't  know  why  I need  to 
tell  you  this;  I know  it  could  ruin  our  friendship  completely,  but  I couldn’t  live 
with  myself  if  I never  told  you.” 


I am  still  watching  you. You’re  still  staring  at  your  coffee  cup,  and  to 
me  it  suddenly  looks  like  you’re  clinging  to  it  as  though  it  were  the  last  life 
preserver  on  a sinking  ship.  I still  can't  read  your  expression,  and  it  troubles 
me.  Doubt  is  eating  me  alive.  What  will  you  say?  Will  you  give  me  a pardon, 
or  send  me  to  the  gallows,  to  my  death?  I don't  know.  Again,  we  lapse  into 
silence.  I don’t  have  any  more  words  for  this  moment,  though  I wish  I did. 
But  my  mind  is  empty  save  for  the  fervent  manta  ‘please  don't  let  her  hate 
me,  please  don't  let  her  hate  me.’  I can’t  watch  you  any  more;  I turn  my  eyes 
out  to  wander  over  the  few  other  customers  in  this  tiny  coffee  shop  so  late 
at  night.  I don’t  see  any  of  them. 

”F-low  can  you  be  so  stupid  to  think  I wouldn't  want  to  be  your 
friend  any  more  over  something  like  this?”  you  ask,  and  when  I look  up  at 
you  I wonder  how  I ever  thought  of  you  as  anything  other  than  calm  and 
composed.  I don’t  answer;  I don't  know  what  to  say.  I know  that  no  matter 
what  you  will  stand  by  me,  but  I also  know  that  self-doubt  is  a hard  thing  to 
overcome  and  I am  battling  it  more  than  ever  before.  I want  to  tell  you  that 
I didn’t  doubt  you  but  rather  my  own  worth;  after  all  why  would  you  want 
me,  the  girl  you  grew  up  with,  when  you  have  men  tossing  themselves  at 
you,  but  I can't  seem  to  find  my  voice.  I am  a chastised  child,  being  scolded 
for  being  afraid  to  speak  up  for  fear  of  being  hated.  All  I can  do  is  sit  there 
mutely,  trying  to  beg  forgiveness  with  my  eyes. 

You  open  your  mouth,  and  I am  afraid  you  will  scold  me  again,  but 
you  close  it  and  look  away.  I wish  the  earth  would  swallow  me  whole;  I wish 
I could  take  back  my  words  and  make  you  smile  at  me  again.  I turn  my  head 
so  you  can't  see  me  fight  off  tears.  "Baka. . ."  you  say  softly,  "you’re  my  best 
girlfriend! This  doesn't  change  anything.”You  look  up  at  me  and  I look  up  at 


you  and  see  what  you  are  doing. You're  trying  to  move  past.  I wish  I could, 
but  I can't  move  on  until  I know  exactly  how  you  feel  about  me.  I need  to 
hear  the  words,  the  truth.  I need  to  hear  from  your  lips  if  you  hate  me  or  if 
someday  we  could  be  something  more  than  this.  I know  in  that  breath  that 
I can  either  move  past  with  you  and  go  back  to  things  as  they  were  with 
the  introduction  of  awkward  silences  when  ever  we  remember  this  night, 
or  I can  press  on  and  risk  losing  everything. 

I press  on.  Deep  down,  I hate  myself  for  dragging  this  out  when  you 
were  willing  to  let  it  pass,  but  I have  to  know  before  the  night  is  through. 
“I  love  you,”  I whisper  and  there  is  more  feeling  in  those  three  words  than 
there  was  in  the  entire  speech  I gave  you  earlier  "If  I can't  go  to  sleep  next 
to  you  at  night,  wake  up  next  to  you  in  the  mornings,  eat  meals  with  you, 
share  the  good  times  and  the  bad  with  you,  if  I never  get  the  chance  to  talk 
to  you  every  night  before  we  go  to  bed,  I want  to  at  least  make  this  clear 
and  I want  you  to  be  honest  with  me.”  I suck  in  a huge  breath  and  continue 
before  you  can  say  a word. ‘‘It  doesn’t  matter  if  you  love  me  the  way  I love 
you  or  not.  It  doesn't  matter  if  you  say  you  never  want  to  see  me  again.  I’ll 
be  sad,  but  at  least  I’ll  be  able  to  say  I know  exactly  how  you  feel  about  me. 
I love  you,  and  I mean  that.” 

“I  need  some  time,”  you  say,  but  not  harshly;  it  is  not  meant  to  delay 
this;  it  is  an  honest  request  for  more  time.”l  need  to  clear  my  head.”  I stand. 
Time  I can  give  you,  but  if  it  is  time  you  need  then  some  fresh  air  probably 
isn't  a bad  idea  either  I place  a few  bills  on  the  table,  enough  to  cover  the 
tab,  and  wait  for  you  to  rise.  When  you  do,  I marvel  at  your  easy  grace, 
as  I have  always  done  in  your  presence. The  walk  to  the  door  is  silent,  but 
strangely  companionable.  You  are  lost  in  your  thoughts,  and  I have  nothing 


to  say.  When  we  step  out  of  the  little  shop  it  is  into  the  cool  brisk  autumn 
wind,  which  tugs  at  our  hair  and  clothes.  I smile  at  you,  though  you  are  not 
looking  to  see  it.  Somehow,  right  in  this  one  breath  everything  is  perfect. 
I can  pretend  that  maybe  I don’t  love  you  but  that  we  are  still  the  best  of 
friends  or  if  I wish,  I can  pretend  that  we  are  just  two  girls  in  love,  I with  you 
and  you  with  me. 

The  moment  passes,  and  we  are  walking  further  and  further  away 
from  it.  I do  not  know  what  will  happen  to  us  after  this  night  is  through,  but 
I pray  I will  not  lose  you  for  good.  I sigh,  but  you  do  not  notice.  Our  breath 
comes  in  little  transparent  white  clouds,  like  ghosts.  For  a long  time  we 
walk  almost  aimlessly;  I am  watching  the  streets,  and  you  seem  to  be  letting 
me  guide  us.  After  a time,  I spot  a familiar  street  and  a destination  comes 
to  mind.  If  I am  to  have  my  heart  broken,  I can  think  of  no  better  place  to 
have  it  done.  On  impulse  I grab  your  hand  and  to  my  surprise  you  do  not 
pull  away,  but  follow  as  I pull  you  through  the  streets.  I wonder  if  you  are  so 
deep  in  thought  you  do  not  realize. 

As  we  go,  the  landmarks  that  we  both  know  pass  by,  one  after  the 
next  after  the  next  until  we  are  there.  I stop  on  the  wharf  and  turn  to  look 
at  you.  At  some  point  during  the  walk  you  have  pulled  yourself  from  your 
thoughts  and  are  looking  at  me,  inspecting  me,  searching  me  for  something. 
I can  feel  your  soft  skin  against  my  fingers  and  the  warmth  from  your  body 
just  a step  away.  In  the  lamplight,  your  hair  shines  and  your  eyes  sparkle.  I 
take  a moment  to  just  take  you  in;  this  might  be  the  last  chance  I get. Your 
clothes  fit  you  perfectly,  and  I cannot  remember  you  ever  being  more 
beautiful.  I have  to  tip  my  head  back  to  look  into  your  sweet  blue  eyes; 
with  your  high  heels  on  you  are  so  much  taller  than  me.  I am  not  sure  what 


Parnassus 


Parnassus 


motivates  me.  but  I step  forward  and  tilt  my  head  to  the  side,  stopping  with 
my  lips  not  even  an  inch  from  your  own.  Part  of  me  warns  me  to  move 
back,  to  step  away,  but  I can't.  I can  smell  you,  your  shampoo,  your  perfume, 
your  coffee,  and  your  breath,  everything  that  reminds  me  of  you,  mixed  in 
with  the  heavy  scent  of  salt  water  in  the  air  I am  lost.  I close  the  gap,  and 
press  my  lips  to  yours  as  gently  as  I know  how. 

I am  instantly  mesmerized  by  how  soft  your  lips  are,  by  how  much 
better  you  smell  in  such  close  proximity,  by  the  overwhelming  urge  to  keep 
kissing  you,  to  touch  you,  to  do  more.  It  is  this  urge  that  brings  me  back  to 
the  present,  that  makes  me  drop  your  hand  softly  back  to  your  side,  that 
makes  me  step  back.  I know  that  if  I do  not,  I will  not  wait  to  know  what 
you  think  of  me;  I will  lay  siege  to  your  body  in  the  most  pleasurable  way 
— until  I know  every  inch  of  you  or  you  tell  me  to  stop.  I turn  away,  trying  to 
find  some  semblance  of  composure,  but  it  seems  futile.There  are  only  two 
ways  this  can  really  go  now  that  I have  pressed  things  to  this  point. 

I watch  the  water  and  think  about  how  our  lives  are  so  different 
now,  how  intertwined  they  once  were,  but  are  not  any  longer  I think  about 
how  even  if  you  return  my  feelings  things  may  never  work  out  for  us.  I 
know  that  I wish  things  would  work  out;  I wish  I could  be  your  one  and  only. 
I sigh  and  let  my  mind  wander  for  a moment  to  what  I would  do  to  you  if 
I was  ever  free  to  love  you  physically  as  well  as  emotionally. 

For  a moment  my  mind  drifts  on  a thousand  and  one  ways  I want 
to  make  you  squirm  with  passion.  I consider  the  ways  I would  tease  every 
erogenous  piece  of  your  body.  I undress  you  in  my  mind,  and  hope  someday 
I might  have  the  chance  to  learn  every  inch  of  you  by  texture,  scent,  taste. 
I want  to  know  how  to  make  you  moan,  the  way  to  make  you  scream,  the 
way  to  coax  your  body  into  wave  after  wave  of  pleasure.  I pull  myself  out 


of  my  thoughts.  It  is  one  thing  for  me  to  love  you  and  for  you  to  accept  that 
love,  and  another  for  me  to  want  you  to  give  me  your  body,  your  heart, 
without  reservations.  I cringe.  I hate  myself  for  having  such  crude  thoughts, 
but  I know  no  matter  what  you  say  tonight  I will  not  be  able  to  stop  my 
body  or  my  mind  from  wanting  yours. 

Finally,  with  pain-staking  slowness  I turn  back  around.  At  some  point 
you  have  moved  to  sit  along  the  edge  of  the  pier;  and  are  staring  into  the 
inky  blackness  below  your  feet."Mind  if  I join  you?"  I ask  quietly,  not  wanting 
to  break  the  calm  induced  by  the  sound  of  the  waves  below  us.  You  nod, 
and  I slide  up  next  to  you,  leaving  enough  room  between  us  so  that  I will 
not  be  too  tempted  by  you,  but  close  enough  to  hear  you  over  the  ocean. 
Once  I am  settled  you  lie  back  on  the  cold  stone  and  stare  up  at  the  stars. 
"What  are  you  thinking?"  I ask  you,  and  I wonder  what  your  response 
will  be.  You  smile,  for  the  f rst  time  tonight,  and  sit  back  up.  I am  suddenly 
acutely  aware  of  how  silent  you  have  been  all  night. 

I am  a bundle  of  nerves,  stretched  taunt,  about  to  break.  I know  the 
verdict  is  coming,  and  I can  feel  my  body  cringing  in  anticipation.  My  eyes 
are  squeezed  shut  and  my  hands  are  clenched  into  fists  in  my  lap.  Every 
muscle  in  my  body  is  tense,  waiting.  "I  don't  know  what  this  means,"You 
say  softly,  gently,  "But  I love  you  too."  My  heart  soars  for  a second.  "But,  we 
can't  be  together  right  now.  I’m  in  a relationship  and  so  are  you."  My  heart, 
doing  summersaults,  freezes.  Hesitantly  I ask,  "But,  maybe  someday?"  I look 
at  you,  and  you  are  still  smiling."Baka!  Of  course."  I am  thawed,  and  I let  out 
a breath  I had  been  holding.  Much  relieved,  I flop  back  next  to  you  on  the 
stone  and  roll  over  to  face  you.  "I  really  do  love  you,"  I say.  “You  have  made 
me  the  happiest  woman  in  the  world." 


Saturday  Morning  in  Kershaw  by  Aaron  Foss 


White,  stucco  ceiling. 

Were  her  eyes  really  open? They  couldn’t  be. 

Her  eyelids  were  still  heavy  with  sleep,  like  they  were  locked  in 
place  with  steel  pinions. 

Sara  Brickman  groaned  to  herself  as  she  turned  onto  her  side.  Dull 
green  numbers  glowed  from  the  display  of  her  alarm  clock.  They  proved 
she  was  awake  and  that  no  hardware  had  been  holding  her  eyes  closed  as 
she'd  thought  a half  minute  before. 

10:24. 

She'd  also  overslept  an  hour  and  a half  past  when  she’d  planned  on 
waking.  Why  had  she  forgotten  to  set  the  alarm? 

She  raised  her  head  off  the  pillow,  but  immediately  fell  back  into 
it  as  the  horrible  wave  of  nausea  overtook  her  and  nearly  made  her  pass 
out.  She  winced  at  the  pain  as  she  brought  her  arms  up  and  rubbed  her 
eyes  hard  with  the  palms  of  her  hands.  Her  vision  was  blurry. The  morning 
beams  skating  across  her  retinas  felt  as  if  acetylene  torches  were  searing 
each  eye  into  a permanent  night.  She  wiped  the  cold  trickle  of  sweat  off 
her  forehead  with  the  back  of  her  hand  and  she  tasted  bile  in  the  back  of 
her  throat.  She  almost  gagged,  but  managed  to  avoid  it  by  craning  her  neck 
back  into  the  comfortable  down  and  tensing  up  what  muscles  she  could  feel. 
The  dull  repetitious  drumbeat  of  her  own  pulse  throbbed  in  her  temples 
and  she  was  sure  each  time  the  next  thundering  rush  of  blood  would  be 
the  one  that  forced  her  skull  to  cave  in  on  itself  and  free  whatever  ungodly 
thing  was  trying  to  gain  its  freedom  from  inside  her 


Her  head  may  as  well  have  been  some  poorly  constructed  middle 
school  shop  project  placed  in  a vice  and  squeezed  into  something  passable. 
Her  tongue  was  rough  and  stuck  to  the  roof  of  her  mouth.  She  spit,  not 
caring  where  it  landed  on  the  rug,  but  her  thick  saliva  only  managed  to 
dribble  down  her  chin.  It  hurt  to  swallow  and  she  dreaded  every  time  her 
body  betrayed  her  with  that  involuntary  action.  Her  shoulders  were  tight 
and  her  spine  burned  the  entire  way  down  her  back.  She  could  barely  feel 
her  arms  now;  they  must  have  fallen  asleep  as  she  lay  there.  She  managed 
to  barely  touch  her  fingers  to  each  other  ensuring  herself  that  they  were 
still  there.  Aching  calves  and  thighs  proved  her  legs  had  not  up  and  walked 
away  without  her 

“Fuck,  what  the  hell  did  I do  to  myself  last  night?”  she  thought 
to  herself. 

She  chanced  opening  her  eyes  again.The  room  was  filled  with  dusty 
illumination  as  the  sunlight  filtered  its  way  through  the  gauzy,  beige  fabric 
of  the  curtains.They  swayed  back  and  forth  on  the  slight  breeze  that  blew 
through  the  open  window;  gliding  with  each  other  to  a waltz  only  drapery 
could  hear  A flitting  ghost  caught  her  eye  as  it  glided  past  the  window  in 
complete  silence  and  perched  itself  on  a bough  of  the  beech  tree  outside. 
It  stared  at  her  and  she  returned  its  gaze  through  bleary  vision.  Cocking  its 
crested  navy  head,  the  ghost  gave  an  interrogatory  chirp. 

"Mr  Blue  Jay,  I think  I may  have  had  a little  bit  more  to  drink  last 
night  than  I should  have,”  she  muttered  through  the  gravel  in  her  throat. 

The  ghost  bird  chirped  again  and  jerked  its  head  up  and  down  in 
agreement.  Puffing  his  chest  out,  he  scolded  her  with  a throaty  warble. 


Parnassus 


Parnassus 


Sara  still  hurt  too  much  to  move.  She  resigned  herself  to  her  bed 
for  the  moment  and  tried  to  recall  the  events  of  the  previous  night.  The 
electrical  impulses  in  her  brain  scattered  among  each  others  but  couldn't 
reveal  anything  to  her.Thinking  was  only  exacerbating  her  misery. 

She  groaned  again.  She'd  never  felt  this  horrendous  in  all  her  nineteen 
years.  She  had  partied  in  her  two  semesters  at  Mt.  Kennedy  College,  but 
only  partook  of  alcohol  and  never  enough  to  interfere  with  her  academics. 
Excess  was  something  that  did  not  suit  her  If  it  came  down  to  a choice 
between  a party  or  studying,  it  always  ended  up  with  her  sitting  before  a 
mountain  of  books  and  with  a few  disappointed  friends.They  called  her  the 
"good  girl"  and  sometimes  worse,  depending  on  their  mood  or  sobriety.  It 
didn’t  matter  though.  She  knew  her  parents  weren’t  paying  35,000  dollars 
— a year  for  her  to  be  doing  keg  stands  and  dropping  acid  like  other  kids. 

That  may  have  been  a bit  of  an  exaggeration  on  her  part,  but  she 
knew  at  least  two  of  her  friends  had  experimented  with  things  that  she’d 
never  dream  of  trying.  She  didn’t  know  what  and  didn’t  want  to.  She  cared 
a great  deal  for  all  the  friends  she'd  made  at  Mt.  Kennedy,  but  wasn't  naive 
enough  to  fool  herself  into  thinking  she  could  change  their  behavior  by 
becoming  an  after  school  special.  Besides,  most  of  them  were  good,  or 
at  least  passing  students,  who  only  found  their  erratic  acts  brought  on 
by  spending  a bit  too  much  quality  time  with  Jim  Beam  or  Jack  Daniels. 
Disappointing  her  parents  was  her  ultimate  fear  and  she  had  worked  too 
hard  to  let  others  get  in  the  way  of  her  future.  Her  future  was  all  that 
mattered  to  her.  Her  future  with  Carl.  Her  sweet  Carl. 

She'd  first  met  him  when  she  was  only  seven  and  the  Malloy  family 
had  moved  in  to  Mr.  Horton’s  old  house  after  he’d  had  his  heart  attack  and 


passed  away.  Carl  was  the  Malloy’s  only  child.Two  years  older  than  she  was, 
he  was  a tall,  stringy  kid  with  quick  eyes  and  a quicker  sense  of  humor  He 
had  always  been  able  to  make  her  laugh. 

They  became  inseparable  friends,  relishing  their  games  of  kick-  the 
can  and  hide  and  seek  up  in  the  woods  behind  the  old  log  mill.  It  was  during 
one  of  these  childhood  endeavors  that  Sara  had  found  the  clearing.  It  was  a 
huge  space  caught  between  two  massive  groves  of  ancient  trees.The  arms 
of  the  old  elms  and  oaks  formed  a sepia  canopy  of  interlocking  handshakes 
high  overhead  and  batted  away  the  glare  of  the  towering  afternoon  sun. 
The  radiance  they  allowed  to  drop  through  hung  in  gold  medallions  on  the 
old  sagebrush  bushes  and  scattered  blazing  brilliant  coins  on  the  ground. 
The  leaves,  having  jumped  from  their  perches  during  the  first  cold  snap 
of  the  season,  lay  wet  and  mottled  on  the  ground.  Still  they  retained  their 
pristine  ruby  and  orange  brilliance.  She  walked  through  them  towards  the 
granite  creek  bed  slashed  into  the  ground  by  some  long  ago  glacier  The 
water  rippled  with  life  as  buzzing  insects  skimmed  the  surface.  A fat  bullfrog 
sat  proudly  as  king  atop  his  slick  throne  of  water  lilies. 

She  had  found  Carl  and  brought  him  there.  Neither  needed  more 
than  a look  at  the  other  to  share  the  fantastic  feeling  of  grandeur  they  had 
when  they  stood  in  that  place. They  named  it  Oz,  because  Sara  said  when 
she  had  first  seen  it  she  felt  like  Dorothy  exiting  her  cyclone-traveled  house 
in  her  favorite  movie.  It  was  their  favorite  place  to  be. They  would  chase 
lizards  among  the  crevices  of  the  rock  piles  or  lie  on  their  backs  staring  at 
the  stars  through  the  canopy.The  glinting  fireflies  stood  no  chance  against 
their  quick,  tiny  hands.  Sitting  by  the  creek  with  their  feet  in  the  water;  they 
loved  skipping  echoing  stones  off  the  face  of  the  granite  bedrock. 


The  time  Carl  had  broken  his  mother's  antique  teakettle  with  his 
soccer  ball  he  had  disappeared  to  avoid  his  consequence.  With  smoldering 
parents  aimlessly  searching,  she  had  been  the  only  one  that  had  known 
where  he’d  be.  She  had  snuck  away  and  found  him  there  on  the  moss- 
covered  oak  that  had  fallen  before  either  of  them  were  born.  He  was 
racing  his  Hot  Wheels  over  the  lichen  dappled  bark  and  hadn’t  known  she 
had  been  there  until  he  turned  to  her  and  revealed  he  was  crying.  Sara  had 
never  seen  any  boy  cry  before.  She  didn’t  know  what  to  do.  He  stared  at 
her  solemnly  and  she  sat  by  him  and  hugged  him,  sharing  the  silence.  He’d 
cry  again  years  later  when  she  would  tell  him  that  was  the  moment  she 
knew  she  loved  him,  even  as  a school  age  kid. 

Oz  became  their  sanctuary,  a refuge  from  the  oppressive  dealings 
of  childhood.  Over  the  years,  they  came  to  know  it  intimately  and  they 
could  find  each  other  there  whenever  things  were  too  much  to  handle.The 
time  Carl’s  dad  had  come  home,  angry  from  losing  his  job  at  the  bank  and 
saying  horrible  things  to  his  wife.The  time  Sara’s  dog  had  escaped  from  the 
backyard  and  ran  into  the  screeching  tires  of  Ed  Marmott’s  pickup  truck. 
The  time  Sara  had  told  Carl  she  had  been  accepted  at  Mt.  Kennedy  and  was 
leaving  at  the  end  of  the  summer  They  had  been  dating  straight  through 
high  school  at  that  point  and  Carl  had  chose  to  stay  behind  and  intern  at 
the  Kershaw  Gazette  as  a junior  copyright. They  were  both  crushed,  but 
Carl  had  been  selfless,  hiding  his  feelings  as  well  as  he  could  and  she  loved 
him  even  more  for  it.  She  knew  by  his  pained  look  he  wanted  to  tell  her 
to  stay,  but  he  restrained  himself  so  that  she  could  go  out  and  grow  in  the 
real  world. 


Mt.  Kennedy  was  a seven  hour  drive  by  the  highway,  far  too  long  for 
a quick  weekend  visit,  but  they  talked  by  phone  every  night  at  nine  sharp, 
waiting  listlessly  in  the  mire  of  their  anticipation  for  the  Christmas  holiday 
that  would  bring  them  together  again. The  love  they  had  flowed  like  wind 
over  the  hundreds  of  miles  of  farmland  that  separated  them. They  refused 
to  let  distance  break  them. 

She  had  waited  with  baited  breath  to  return  to  the  man  she  loved 
and  sleepy  town  she  called  home.  Most  college  kids  would  frown  at  the 
thought  of  coming  to  a place  like  Kershaw,  but  its  2,000  plus  residents 
thought  differently.  It  was  a place  set  back  from  the  world;  small  enough 
to  foster  a sense  of  community  between  all  its  people;  large  enough  for 
a diversity  of  new  people  to  find  it  and  call  it  home  each  passing  year. 
Commercial  industry  would  f nd  no  foothold  here.  Sara  thought  of  it  as 
a Mayberry,  an  out  of  the  way  map  dot.  There  were  no  pie  tins  cooling  in 
windows  with  delectable  wisps  of  brown  sugar  scent  lost  to  the  wind.There 
was  no  laughable  town  drunk,  burst  capillaries  giving  away  his  condition 
to  the  folks  he  met  on  his  buffoonish  misadventures.  Still,  she  loved  the 
seclusion  of  Kershaw  from  the  modern  age. 

Sara  smiled  to  herself.  She  loved  this  town.  She  loved  her  parents 
and  the  traditional  upbringing  they  had  given  her  instilling  inside  of  her  the 
values  they  held  dear  She  loved  being  back  in  her  old  room  in  the  house 
she  grew  up  in.  She  loved  Carl.  Every  thought  that  materialized  to  her  now 
warmed  her  heart. The  uncomfortable  tingling  of  her  left  arm  waking  up 
propelled  her  back  to  the  realization  of  her  physical  discomfort.  She  felt 
something  sticking  to  the  arch  of  her  foot  and  realized  that  she  had  gone 
to  bed  wearing  one  of  the  pink  plastic  sandals  she’d  worn  the  night  before. 


Parnassus 


Parnassus 


She  flexed  her  toes  and  it  was  lost  beneath  the  sheets.  As  she  pulled  away 
the  top  blanket  she  noticed  the  dirt  streaking  her  forearms  for  the  first 
time.  She  was  covered  with  caked  earth.  Whatever  paralysis  had  gripped 
her  let  loose  and  she  bolted  from  the  bed. The  grey  sweatshirt  and  jeans 
she'd  worn  yesterday  still  adorned  her  and  they  were  stained  with  drab 
rust  and  sorrel  colored  mud.  Russet  brick  red  river  clay  speckled  itself  over 
her  slate  gray  attire.  She  pulled  at  the  largest  crimson  splotch.  Bringing  her 
fingers  to  her  nose,  she  cringed  at  the  unmistakable  copper  smell.  Blood. 

She  dropped  to  her  knees  and  clutched  great  handfuls  of  the 
shag  rug  beneath  her.  Outside  the  blue  jay's  chittering  sent  tremors 
down  her  spine. 

She  wheezed  to  herself  through  chattering  teeth,  "What  the  fuck 
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_ happened  to  me?  How  did  I get  like  this?"  She  tore  the  ruined  shirt  from 
her  torso  and  kicked  out  of  her  soiled  jeans.  She  heaved  them  to  the  far 
side  of  the  room  and  they  smacked  the  wall  before  hitting  the  ground 
with  a rumple.  She  pressed  her  eyes  closed  tight  and  fumbled  through  her 
inaccessible  mind. 

Yesterday.  Remember  yesterday. 

Home  for  six  days.  Unpacked  most  of  what  she’d  put  off.  A few 
duffle  bags  left.  Drove  toThompson's  Market  to  get  scallions  and  tomatoes 
for  her  mother 

Christ,  the  blood  is  everywhere. 

Jeremy  called.  I need  to  talk  to  you.  I'm  sure  you've  heard  some 
stuff  about  me  since  you’ve  been  back.  I’m  out  of  work  at  fve.  Swing 
by  whenever. 


A ruby  palm  print  on  the  wall.  Whorls  of  blood  from  a glancing 
finger  left  there.  Dry,  caked  blood  on  the  carpet.  A muddy  sandal  print. 

Carl  had  picked  her  up  to  drop  her  off  at  Jeremy’s  house.  Singing 
along  to  the  Tom  Petty  mix  tape  she’d  given  him  to  ease  the  tension.  His 
favorite  band.  Jeremy.  Oh  my  god.  Jeremy. 

The  clarity  she  found  hit  her  squarely  in  the  chest  and  exploded 
with  a buckshot  of  disgust  and  titanic  grief.  She  had  been  raped. 

Raped.  Her  mouth  hung  agape  as  the  staccato  repetition  of  the 
word  replayed  like  an  old  vinyl  on  a skipping  phonograph.  Raped.  Still  on 
her  knees,  hot  tears  flowed  now.  Not  dripping,  but  flowing  in  torrents 
down  her  fevered  cheeks  to  the  floor  She’d  been  beaten.  Her  blood 
stained  everything  here  in  her  house.  It  had  poured  from  her  at  Jeremy's 
hands  while  he  assaulted  her  Her  sobbing  was  uncontrollable  and  she  tried 
to  catch  a fleeting  breath  between  the  forced  heaving  of  her  chest.  She 
choked  on  her  emotion.  The  wet  gasps  caught  in  her  throat  before  they 
erupted  in  peals  from  her  one  after  the  other  exploding  through  the  room 
with  her  plaintive  wailing. 

The  blue  jay  chirped  its  condolences  before  leaving  to  find 
someplace  more  cheerful  to  haunt. 

Sara  had  known  Jeremy  Skinner  even  before  Carl.  He  was  their 
best  friend.  He  was  a hulking,  strapping  son  of  a local  farmer  with  a sequoia 
body  and  logs  for  forearms.  Star  of  the  Kershaw  High  School  football  squad, 
he  had  led  them  to  four  straight  state  titles  with  his  hard  nosed  demeanor 
on  the  field.  Despite  his  size,  Jeremy  was  a caring,  kindhearted  soul.  He 
was  eager  to  help  anyone  in  need,  even  staying  in  Kershaw  to  jockey  a gas 
pump  when  his  dad  had  thrown  his  back  out  and  couldn’t  get  out  of  bed. 


He'd  been  accepted  to  Mt.  Kennedy  on  a football  scholarship  and  Sara  and 
he  were  thrilled  to  be  going  to  the  same  school. 

Sara  had  known  since  they  were  kids  that  Jeremy  had  wanted  to 
be  with  her.  She  loved  him,  but  not  in  the  same  way  she  loved  Carl.  Jeremy 
was  a friend;  Carl  was  her  destiny. To  his  credit,  he  had  never  once  acted  on 
it,  not  even  voiced  his  feelings  about  her  to  anyone.  Never  had  caused  an 
awkward  moment  or  a touch  of  despair.  She  knew  it  must  have  hurt  him 
horribly,  to  be  in  love  with  his  best  friend,  but  he  was  consummate  in  never 
professing  anything  that  might  ruin  the  friendship.  He  was  selfless. 

Word  had  gotten  back  to  Sara  about  his  drinking  through  Carl. 
With  nothing  to  occupy  his  time,  no  college,  no  football,  he  had  sunk  into  a 
depression  of  sorts.Though  they  were  all  still  underage,  Jeremy  had  turned 
to  the  bottle  to  pass  the  time.  It  had  started  with  typical  experimentation. 
Beers  at  a poker  game  and  Tommy  Wilke’s  keg  party.  The  problem  was 
Jeremy  couldn’t  handle  himself  when  he  drank.  He  was  an  altogether 
different  person  under  the  influence  of  alcohol.  His  language  had  become 
profane  and  vile.  He  was  belligerent,  telling  his  friends  he  had  no  problem, 
that  he  was  in  control.  He  had  even  taken  a swing  at  Carl  as  he  tried  to 
wrestle  his  keys  away  from  him  the  night  he  had  downed  at  least  a fifth 
of  tequila.  Probably  more.  That  had  been  the  breaking  point  for  the  two 
of  them.  Jeremy  and  Carl  hadn’t  talked  since  that  night  three  months  ago. 
Though  they  were  estranged,  Carl  had  kept  his  mouth  shut  about  Jeremy 
to  everyone,  respecting  what  was  their  friendship  too  much  to  let  slip 
anything  that  would  be  kindling  for  the  wildfire  of  small  town  rumor  and 
innuendo.  He  had  hoped  Jeremy  would  stop  himself,  but  he  seemed  content 
to  drown  in  his  own  misery.  He  had  refused  help  from  all  directions,  fallen 


into  the  bottle. The  inward  sloping  sides  offered  no  fissure  to  which  he 
could  cling  to  and  save  himself.  He  claimed  he  had  sobered  himself  to 
anyone  who  brought  it  up,  an  obvious  lie.  Sara  was  the  only  one  who  had 
yet  to  try. 

When  she  had  last  seen  him  at  Christmas,  he  was  solemn  and 
quiet,  not  himself.  He'd  never  met  her  eyes  when  they  had  talked,  staring 
at  his  boots  and  being  deathly  afraid  of  revealing  his  addiction  to  her  She 
was  anxious  to  try;  she  needed  to  help  Jeremy  if  she  could  because  she 
knew  he  would  have  done  the  same  for  her  At  least,  the  old  Jeremy  would 
have.  Where  all  others  had  failed  she  would  succeed.  She  had  to  get  him 
to  at  least  acknowledge  his  affliction,  perhaps  coax  him  into  seeking  help 
for  it. 

Carl  had  gotten  worried  when  she  told  him  she  was  going  to  see 
him.  He  said  she’d  been  gone  too  long.  She  hadn’t  been  able  to  see  his 
radical  progression  towards  the  edge.  Hadn't  seen  him  become  introverted 
and  unpredictable.  Jeremy  would  never  allow  Carl  to  accompany  Sara  into 
his  family’s  house  now,  and  if  anything  happened  to  her,  he’d  never  be  able 
to  forgive  himself. 

She  loved  him  for  worrying  so  much  about  her.  Nevertheless, 
she  had  to  try.  He  had  dropped  her  in  the  driveway  and  told  her  to  be 
careful.  She  told  him  not  to  worry,  that  she  could  handle  herself  and 
Jeremy  would  never  hurt  her. They  promised  to  meet  later  and  discuss 
how  it  all  had  gone. They  kissed  goodbye,  the  sawing  harmonica  of  "You 
Don’t  Know  How  It  Feels"  playing  a soundtrack  to  their  embrace  from 
the  car  speakers. 
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She  had  rung  the  front  doorbell.  It  was  humid  and  the  night  crickets 
were  tlddlmg  through  the  oppressive  air  She  glanced  back  over  her  shoulder 
at  the  spot  Carl  had  left  her  in  the  driveway. The  Steiner's  Volvo  was  gone; 
Jeremy  was  home  alone.  When  he  had  opened  the  doon  she  smelled  the 
whiskey  before  he  had  even  opened  his  mouth  to  greet  her.  He  was  a mess. 
A greasy  sheen  covered  his  face  and  he  was  sweating  profusely.  Red  cheeks 
swelled  with  a small  grin  as  they  hugged  and  he  invited  her  inside. 

She'd  had  no  more  luck  than  anyone  else.  He  swore  to  her  that 
her  drinking  was  under  his  control.  Everyone  else  was  a liar.  They  didn’t 
know  what  they  were  talking  about.  He  sat  across  from  her  on  the  faded 
maroon  sofa,  intoxicated  with  cheap  plastic  bottle  liquor  and  her  presence. 
He  looked  in  her  direction,  not  at  her  but  past  her  into  some  distant  place 
only  he  could  see.  An  eon  passed.Then  an  eternity.  He  spoke  softly  without 
inflection  of  any  kind  and  began  to  tell  her  everything.  Everything  that  he 
had  felt  for  her  since  he'd  first  seen  her.  He  thought  she  was  the  most 
gorgeous  person  he  had  ever  laid  his  eyes  on.  He  told  her  of  the  dreams 
that  haunted  him.The  ones  where  Carl  lost  interest  in  her  and  broken  from 
grief,  he  would  swoop  in  to  save  her  from  sadness  and  fear  The  dreams 
where  they  were  together  and  nothing  could  split  them  apart.  Not  Carl. 
Not  anything. 

Sara  sat  and  looked  at  the  hardwood  floor.  She  hadn’t  ever  expected 
this  moment  to  come  and  didn't  have  a response  ready. 

"I  have  to  go  now  Jeremy;  we  can  talk  again  tomorrow.  I know  you 
think  you're  fine,  but  you're  completely  wasted.  You're  saying  things  you 
don't  mean  and  you  know  who  I’m  in  love  with,"  she  said  to  him.  He  looked 
pained  as  he  picked  apart  her  response  through  his  haze.  A few  sentences 


had  ripped  apart  a lifetime  of  hope  and  his  dreams  were  dashed.They  both 
stood  up  together  and  made  their  way  to  the  door.  As  she  tried  to  open  it 
enough  to  allow  herself  room  to  exit,  he  put  a hand  on  her  shoulder  and 
pulled  her  back.  She  stood  petrified  as  he  slammed  the  door  shut.  With  an 
ominous  sneer;  he  advanced  on  her. 

She  couldn't  remember  the  attack.  If  he  had  drugged  her  or  her 
own  mind  wouldn't  allow  her  to  remember  the  vicious  event  for  the  sake 
of  her  own  sanity  wasn't  clear  Her  friend.  Her  friend  who  suffered  his 
whole  life  with  unrequited  love  had  snapped.  All  under  the  influence  of  the 
fucking  bottle  he  couldn’t  keep  out  of  his  mouth.  He  had  taken  something 
from  her  something  that  was  hers  and  only  hers  to  give  away  Something  he 
desired  and  yearned  for  every  time  he  had  seen  her  spoken  to  her  all  these 
years.  She  chose  to  give  it  to  Carl,  only  Carl,  and  that  had  crushed  him. 

Raped. 

How  could  she  explain  this  to  Carl?  Her  sweet  Carl. 

Suddenly  aware  of  her  near  naked  body,  she  crawled  across  the 
floor  to  her  dresser  and  found  a thick  pair  of  sweatpants.  She  struggled  into 
them.  She  stood  up  and  stumbled  to  the  bathroom  across  the  hall  from 
her  bedroom  where  she  missed  the  sink  and  vomited  into  her  hands.The 
mirror  revealed  the  full  sight  of  her  Clotted  blood  tangled  in  her  hair  with 
bits  of  twigs.  It  shot  out  unkempt  in  all  directions.  Filthy  stinking  clods  of 
mud. The  blood  caught  in  the  creases  of  her  eyes;  it  hung  in  dried  rivulets 
across  her  forehead  like  a tapestry  woven  from  only  the  foulest  of  things. 
Her  stomach  was  bruised  and  she  searched  herself  for  the  deep  gashes  the 
blood  had  poured  from,  the  gashes  Jeremy  had  inflicted.  She  found  none. 


Far  in  the  distance,  a police  siren  echoed  across  the  neighborhood. 

She  screamed  now.  It  was  the  only  way  to  release  everything  she 
felt  inside.  It  was  piercing  and  hurt  her  ears.  She  screamed  again.  All  the 
shame  she  would  bring  to  her  family. To  Carl.  It  wasn't  her  fault  she  knew, 
but  their  love  was  so  deep  that  her  violation  would  be  his. 

Her  mother  called  to  her  from  downstairs,  no  doubt  aroused 
by  her  racket.  The  voice  was  loud  enough  to  be  heard,  but  the  words 
were  inaudible. 

She  looked  again  for  the  wounds  that  must  be  there. 

Raped. 

Jeremy  had  caused  this.The  terror  of  knowing  she  had  been  beaten 
and  penetrated  by  a person  she  called  a friend. The  blood  was  everywhere. 
The  dirt  was  everywhere.  No  wounds.  Dirt  and  blood.  Dirt  from  inside 
Jeremy's  house? 

Raped. 

The  clarity  filled  her 

Jeremy  had  come  closer  to  her  She  warned  him  to  stay  away,  but 
he  was  huge.  Freed  by  admitting  to  his  years  of  frustration  and  empowered 
by  anger  from  her  rejection,  he  would  take  what  was  his  to  take.The  booze 
made  him  unstoppable.  She  had  run,  out  of  the  parlor  and  into  the  kitchen. 
The  back  door  was  to  her  left.  Locked.  She  fumbled  with  the  latch  as  he 
ran  into  the  room,  almost  tripping  in  his  stupor  The  door  flung  open  and 
she  rushed  into  the  night  air  It  invigorated  her;  a second  wind  hit  her  as 
she  rushed  toward  the  road.  No  cars  were  in  sight.  No  headlights  in  the 
distance.  No  beacon  of  help.  He  erupted  from  the  back  door  cursing  as  he 
followed  her  Carl  would  be  at  his  house,  awaiting  her  phone  call  when  she 


got  home. The  Steiner  property  sat  isolated  from  most  of  the  town,  back 
near  the  old  log  mill  where  she'd  played  as  a kid. The  closest  neighbor  was 
at  least  a half-mile  away. 

Carl  had  been  right.  She  hadn't  recognized  her  old  friend. This  was 
a new  creature;  a monstrous  being. 

She  looked  back  and  he  had  gained  ground  on  her  There  was  no 
way  to  outrun  him;  even  in  his  insane  state  he  was  athletic  and  would  catch 
her  She  ran  to  the  woods.  Maybe  she  could  find  a place  to  hide  from  him 
until  she  could  sneak  away  for  help.  She  plunged  headfirst  through  the 
trees,  branches  scraping  at  her;  grabbing  her  the  way  Jeremy  wanted  to 
grab  her 

She  found  a deer  path  curving  under  the  light  of  the  quicksilver 
moon.  She  followed  it  and  then  stepped  into  Oz.The  place  had  no  good 
now.  It  was  silent,  too  silent  for  the  woods  at  night.  Phantasm  shadows 
jumped  in  all  directions.  She  crouched  behind  the  fallen  oak,  the  same  one 
she  had  sat  on  with  Carl  so  long  ago.  She  stayed  behind  it,  out  of  sight. 
Making  her  way  to  a huge  elm,  she  stood  up  and  her  legs  burned.The  deep 
space  quiet  was  unnerving.  She  quieted  her  breath  to  listen. 

The  rustling  of  the  leaves  as  he  approached  was  the  only  way  she 
knew  his  location.  He  wasn’t  swearing  now,  trying  to  be  quiet,  but  still  too 
drunk  to  approach  in  complete  silence.  She  felt  around  the  ground  and 
found  a grapefruit  sized  rock.  Grabbing  it,  she  rotated  it  in  her  hand. The 
porous  surface  cut  her  palm,  but  she  found  the  bluntest  edge  and  turned  it 
outward  where  it  would  do  the  most  damage.  She  stood  quiet,  petrified. 

The  footfall  that  came  from  the  other  side  of  the  tree  was  the 
trigger  and  she  lunged  now,  hitting  Jeremy  hard  and  with  a resonating  thud. 
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The  rock  reverberated  in  her  hand.  He  fell  forward,  slumped  unconscious. 
She  lowered  herself  on  top  of  him. Two  more  sharp  blows  made  contact 
and  she  heard  the  skull  give  way  in  the  dark  with  a the  same  crack  as  the 
walnuts  Uncle  Nate  used  to  roast  on  Christmas  Eve  as  they  sat  around  the 
bonfire.  She  fell  back  on  her  haunches  and  caught  her  breath  before  she 
turned  him  over 

The  siren  outside  grew  louder  a wailing  banshee  haunting  her 

He  had  known  where  she  would  come  after  the  trying  saga 
of  getting  Jeremy  to  admit  to  his  problem.  Like  always,  he  had  known 
where  to  find  her  He  had  come  to  wait  for  her.  Carl.  Her  sweet  Carl.  His 
damaged  head  gushed  fresh  blood  onto  the  forest  floor  of  Oz.  His  orbital 
bone  had  caved  in,  the  membrane  that  was  his  eye  hung  loosely  in  what 
had  been  its  socket.  It  mixed  with  the  thick  red  stream  and  oozed,  over 
his  shattered  face. 

Love  had  been  killed  in  an  instant  by  her  own  hand.  Her  love. 

The  mirror  in  front  of  her  couldn't  reveal  anything  that  she 
felt  and  the  hot  tears  swam  in  her  eyes  again. This  time  she  found  no 
words,  only  disbelief  as  realization  set  in.  Horrific  clarity.Time  slowed. 
Her  head  swayed. 

Sara  Brickman  had  always  planned  for  the  future.  She  wanted  to 
know  who  she  was.  She  wanted  to  know  where  she  would  be  for  the  rest 
of  her  life.  Now,  as  she  turned  from  the  mirror  to  face  her  mother’s  screams, 
the  splintering  of  the  bathroom  door  and  the  barrel  of  the  policeman's  gun, 
where  she  would  spend  her  life  was  a question  that  she  would  not  have 
to  ask  anymore. 
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Diannely  Antigua  is  a seventeen-year  old  girl  in  her  first 
semester  of  college  and  desires  to  one  day  to  become  a 
renowned  writer.  Naturally,  she  may  be  found  in  Jitters  Cafe 
listening  to  her  iPod,  deeply  engrossed  in  a "tear  your  heart 
out"  romantic  novel  or  passionately  writing  her  thoughts  in 
her  ever-devoted  confidant:  her  journal.  Who  knows?  Maybe 
this  avid  young  writer  might  just  become  the  next  Jane 
Austen. To  learn  more  about  Diannely  visit  her  website  at: 
www.freewebs.com/neilfell  I 3. 

Amy  Antonucci  is  a 1987  Rhode  Island  School  of  Design 
Graduate  with  a BFA  in  Industrial  Design.  She  took  graduate 
courses  in  fashion  at  Parson's  School  of  Design  in  NYC  and 
worked  in  the  fashion  industry  for  ten  years  designing  forThe 
Limited  Corporation.  While  raising  young  children,  she  opened 
a gallery  and  started  a mural  painting  business.  Amy  now  lives 
with  her  family  in  Boxford,  and  is  currently  enrolled  in  the 
Graphic  Design  Certificate  Program  at  NECC. 


Kerri  Boucher  is  currently  double  majoring  in  General 
Studies  and  Graphic  Design  at  NECC.  She  plans  to  transfer 
to  a four-year  college  in  the  fall  of  2007  to  receive  her 
Bachelor's  Degree  in  Photography  and  Graphic  Design.  She 
enjoys  taking  pictures  and  spending  time  with  her  family, 
friends,  and  two  nephews  Jason  and  Will. 

Rob  Carlson  is  finishing  up  his  Associate’s  degree  in  writing. 
He’s  transferring  somewhere  to  continue  his  education 
towards  a BA  in  English  and  will  probably  go  to  grad  school 
after  that.  He  prefers  writing  fiction  to  poetry  and  also  enjoys 
History  and  Macro-Biology.  Rob  plans  to  write  a lot  of  books. 

Amy  Carrow  is  a History/Philosophy  Major  here  at  NECC. 

She  dreams  of  writing,  teaching,  and  traveling  the  world. 

Ashley  Conchieri  is  a second  year  student  at  NECC  major- 
ing in  Visual  Arts.  She  enjoys  all  types  of  art  such  as  photog- 
raphy, painting,  and  drawing.  She  especially  enjoys  fashion 
design.  Ashley  plans  to  attend  school  for  fashion  after  NECC 
next  January. 


John  Downey  is  a man  with  two  arms,  two  legs,  and  a huge 
beard  (for  now,  anyway).  In  the  third  grade,  somebody  told 
him  that  he  wouldn’t  get  anywhere  with  his  writing.  Seeing 
as  how  this  is  the  fourth  time  that  John’s  been  published,  it 
seems  as  though  John  was  dumber  than  everyone  thought 
he  was.  Bananas. 

Jeffrey  Erler  is  a young,  upcoming  local  artist.  Keep  an  eye 
out  for  his  artwork  in  the  community. 

Aaron  Foss  is  a freelance  writer  who  finds  the  written  word 
orgasmic.  He  has  published  several  works  including  plays,  po- 
etry, short  stories,  and  dozens  of  newspaper  articles  and  is  a 
columnist  for  www.powenA/restling.com.  He  is  a journalism 
major  at  NECC  and  hopes  to  change  people’s  outlook  through 
his  writing  by ‘‘letting  myself  entertain  and  inform  through  my 
work.”  He  thinks  people  need  to  find  their  own  voice,  the  way 
he  found  his. 


Stephen  Gilmore  is  a magical  king.  He  enjoys  walking  through 
the  forest  on  a peaceful  day  while  sucking  on  apples.  He  also 
makes  music,  but  not  while  sucking  on  apples. 

Sheila  Kenyon  has  been  writing  for  several  years  and  is  a 
previous  contributor  to  Parnassus.  She  is  presently  completing 
her  Associate's  Degree  in  Liberal  Arts  on  a part-time  basis. 

Rhiannon  Lombard  is  currently  aVisual  Arts  and  Graphic 
Design  major  hoping  for  a Photography  major  to  be  available 
before  she  graduates.  She  enjoys  nature  photography  and 
experimenting  with  combining  images.  She  also  hopes  to 
obtain  her  BFA  in  photography  a certificate  in  Art  Education, 
though  her  dream  is  to  someday  open  her  own  Art  Gallery 
with  a custom  framing  studio. 

Matthew  Maida’s  photographs  have  meanings. Their  meanings 
narrate  stories  about  their  subjects,  and  their  subjects  tell  you 
more  about  the  artist  than  you  can  determine  by  reading  this. 
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Caitlyn  Mitchell  is  in  her  first  year  at  NECC.  Although  she 
has  been  drawing  for  the  past  four  years,  she  has  recently 
discovered  black  and  white  photography  in  the  past  two. 

Caitlyn  is  a visual  arts  major  with  plans  of  transferring  to  Mass 
Art  in  Boston  or  NSCAD  in  Halifax,  Nova  Scotia  where  she 
will  continue  studying  different  arts. 

19  Michael  Odell  Bernier  is  an  amateur  writer  who  prides  himself 
for  his  detached  view  of  reality  and  unique  style  of  thinking. 

Cathy  Rajewski  has  been  attending  NECC  for  so  many  years 
that  she  would  be  awarded  a Ph.D.  if  NECC  was  in  such  a 
position.  Although  the  path  less  taken  was  certainly  interesting, 
slow  and  steady  would  have  won  the  race  much  sooner 


Dominique  Roy  is  a December  2006  graduate  of  NECC 
in  graphic  design.  She  is  currently  attending  UMass  Lowell 
continuing  her  education  in  graphic  design  working  towards 
her  bachelor’s  degree.  Her  interests  include  music  and  nature, 
which  influence  much  of  her  work. 

Nicolette  Williams  is  a full-time  student,  majoring  in 
Literature.  She  lives  with  her  husband  and  her  two  kids, 
who  walk  on  four  legs,  have  tails,  and  meow.  She  is  an  avid 
bibliophile  and  an  internet  junkie,  and  has  a habit  of  hoarding 
blank  paperThe  biggest  influences  in  her  writing,  including 
but  not  limited  to,  are  H.R  Lovecraft,  Brian  Lumley,  Hal 
Hamilton  (a  former  professor),  and  her  longtime  friends 
Heather  Lemon  and  Aubrey  Cohen.  She  would  like  to  thank 
her  husband  for  supporting  her,  and  Cabot  Private  Stock 
cheese  for  making  such  a great  midnight  snack. 
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contribute 

Contributions  to  Parnassus  are  limited  to  students  of  Northern 
Essex  Community  College  and  are  accepted  each  semester  in  the 
areas  of  fiction,  poetry,  creative  non-fiction,  and  art.  Entries  are 
reviewed  and  voted  upon  democratically  by  the  editorial  staff. 
Submission  deadlines  will  be  announced  around  campus  each 
semester.  Entries  can  be  submitted  in  the  designated  Parnassus 
boxes  on  each  campus,  or  via  email  to  Patrick  Lochelt  at: 
plochelt@necc.mass.edu.  For  each  entry,  please  include  name, 
title,  and  email  or  phone  number. 
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